Camp together with my co-workers who had returned
from South Africa. Though I have nothing to record
except kind personal attention to me and mine, my
observation of the camp life our people lived is none
too happy. We lack the sense of social hygiene, the
result being dangerous insanitation and dirt with the
attendant risk of outbreak of infectious and contagious
diseases. Our latrines are generally beyond description.
Absence of this class of provision is perhaps an apt
description. People think that they can perform these
functions anywhere, not excluding even the much-
frequented banks of the sacred rivers. Spitting anywhere
without the slightest consideration for the neighbours
is almost accepted as a right. Nor are our cooking
arrangements any better. Flies are everywhere welcome
companions. We forget that they might have sat a
moment ago on any kind of dirt and thus might have
become easy carriers of infection. Accommodation is
not always planned. This is not an exaggerated picture,
I must not omit the babble of noise one has to tolerate
in these camps.
For method, planning and almost perfect sanitation,
give me a military camp. I have never recognized the
necessity of the military. But that is not to say that
nothing good can come out of it. It gives valuable
lessons in discipline, -corporate existence, sanitation,
and an exact time-table containing provision for every
useful activity. There is almost pin-drop silence in
such camps. It is a city under canvas brought into
being inside of a few hours. I would like our refugee
camps to approach that ideal. Then there is no incon-
venience, rain or no rain.
These camps become quite inexpensive provided
that all work including building up of this canvas city
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